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WOW | THE WHITE CAVE... 
HOME OF THE PRESIDENT! 


MEH-HEH! YOU HAVEN'T SEEN ANYTHING YET! 
WAIT UNTIL I TURN DOWN PENNSYLGRANIA 
tb AVENUE HERE! 
ae A 
[wary Gre 5] 


) 


¢ 
I READ THAT TOMORROW THEY'RE GOING 0 )) [Here's our HoreLt 
TO HAVE AN EXHIBIT OF ROYAL JEWELS FROM = 

‘ALL OVER THE WORLD! ( 


fea WHERE SHALL WE GO FIRST? 
WASHINGSTONE MONUMENT? 
et ee 


cx 
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DON'T TRY TO FIGURE 
WOMEN OUT! I'M GOING 
‘TO TAKE A SHOWER! 


S 


HOW SILLY OF ME SOUNDS LIKE YOUR BATHROOM BARITONE 
Z om ay My ‘ 1S TAKING A SHOWER! 
ate Aa RSE BEHIND: TAN 


WOULDN'T WANT THE HOTEL MAID TO STORES! 


EXCUSE ME A MINUTE, SETTY, WHILE T ‘THERE! NOW LET'S GET THE SOONER, 
STRAIGHTEN THINGS UP A LITTLE! I TO ALL THOSE LOVELY THE BETTER! 
WALK IN AND SEE THIS MESS! 

| 


IT WAS RIGHT HERE WHEN Z WENT II 
BET IT WAS BIG CITY HOTEL THIEVE' 
BETTER REPORT TH! 


LOOK! ISN'T THAT THE 
KASHMIRE OF SWETAR? 


PARDON ME, YOUR YEAH! AND DON'T 

GRACE: 1S ITTRUE J CALL ME GRACE! T 

YOU WERE ROBBED? DON'T ALWAYS 
DRESS LIKE THIS! 


YOU'RE BRAVE TO HAVE A SENSE OF HUMOR 
AFTER A MILLION DOLLAR ROBBERY! THIS 
WILL MAKE HEADLINES! 


I WANT TO REPORT 
A ROBBERY! SOME- 
BODY HAS STOLEN 
ALL MY LUGGAGE! 


IT SURE iS! I KNEW HE WAS 

IN WASHING STONE, BUT DIDN'T 

KNOW HE WAS STAYING HERE! 
WHAT A SCOOP! 


EVERYTHING! EVEN MY 
CUFF LINKS THAT GLOW 
IN THE DARK; 


WITH ALL THE 81G NEWS HAPPENING IN 
WASHINGSTONE, THIS IS GOING TO MAKE 
HEADLINES? WHAT A KOOKY PLACE! 


LOOK! YOU'RE A DEAD 
RINGER FOR HIM! 


STOLEN? WHY, I LEFT IT HERE UNDER 
THE BED! AND IT'S STILL HERE! 


LOOK, THIS 15 NO SO A NEWSPAPER 

TIME FOR FAMILY MISTAKES ME FOR 

QUARRELS! THIS ANOTHER GUY..SO 
I$ SERIOUS! WHAT'S SO SERIOUS? 


SO, THERE ARE TWO GOOD-LOOKING GUYS IN 
THE WORLD! I CAN'T HELP IT IF THOSE NEWS- 
MEN MADE A MISTAKE! I WANT MY SUITCASE! 


I'VE GOT NEWS, WILMA! 
IT 48 ME! AND I'VE GOT 
OTHER NEWS, TOO! MY 
SUITCASE HAS BEEN 

‘STOLEN! 


OPEN AND ALL YOuR AN! 
THINGS SCATTERED MY QUESTION, IF I 
AROUND? DON'T HAVE TO. 
ANSWER YOURS! 


WHY DID YOU LEAVE IT HB (ULP!) a +I WON'T 
MAKE sw 


SO, IT JUST SO HAPPENS THAT THIS KASHMIRE 
OF SWETAR WAS BRINGING HIS ROYAL JEWELS 
TO THE SMITHSTONIAN INSTITUTE FOR THAT | 
DISPLAY WE TALKED ABOUT! THEY ARE ALSO 
VALUED AT TWO MILLION DOLLARS! 


TWO RIGHT! AND NOW EVERYBODY 
MILLION THINKS IT WAS ALL A/S THINSS 
BUCKS? THAT WERE ROBBED! ... THIS 
COULD CREATE AN 
INTERNATIONAL INCIDENT! 


YIPE! IF YOU THINK YOU'RE 
KIDNAPING THE KASHMIRE, 
YOU'RE WRONG! I'M NOT HIM! 


I'M BEGINNING TO 
THINK WE SHOULO'VE 
WENT TO NIAGRA 
FALLS! 


AHH, MY FRIENDS! 
I'M $0 GLAD YOU 


WHAT ARE WE WAITING FOR? 
I'VE GOT TO GO DOWN TO THAT 
NEWSPAPER OFFICE AND SHOW 
THEM I'M NOT THE KASHMIRE: 


[ @ 16 THE ONS THAT SENT US! 

— Va : 

a") ying 
SAS 


ALL BOW! YOU ARE ABOUT TO 


MEET THE REVERED KASHMIRE 
OF SWETAR 


TO TELL YOU THE TRUTH, WE 
DIDN'T HAVE MUCH CHOICE, 
YOUR KASHMSMEARYNESS! 


YES, AM SORRY ABOUT THAT! BUT WE 

WANTED TO KEEP YOUR VISIT HERE THE 

UTMOST SECRET! SIT DOWN AND I WILL 
TELL YOU ABOUT IT! 


AS YOU PROBABLY KNOW, I AM 
LENDING MY ROVAL JEWELS TO 
THE SMITHSTONIAN INSTITUTE 
TODAY AS A GESTURE OF GOOD 
WILL BETWEEN MY COUNTRY 
AND YOURS | 


BUT WHAT'S THAT J I WANT YOU TO POSE 
GOT TO DO WITH AS ME FOR THE REST 


IF YOU'RE WORRIED) | EVERYBODY BUT THE 
BRINGING ME HERE?) | OF THE DAY, SO I CAN 


ABOUT THIEVES... BENGAL! BROTHERS: 
EVERYBODY IN THEY'LL THINK THOSE 


GO SAFELY TO THE 
MUSEUM WITH THE 
JEWELS! 


| THEY ARE TWO 
THIEVES FROM 
MY NATIVE 
LAND WHO RAN 
OUT OF THE 
COUNTRY AND 
ARE NOW 
HIDING HERE! 
THEY HAVE 
‘SWORN TO 
‘STEAL MY 
JEWELS FOR 
REVENGE! I 
‘CHASED THEM 
OUT OF 
SWETAR! 
zy 


I WANT To SHOW THE GOOD 
WILL THAT EXISTS BETWEEN | — 
OUR TWO LAND! IT WON'T: 
LOOK THAT WAY IF I COME TO 
THE MUSEUM UNDER ARMED 
GUARD! 


TOWN THINKS YOUR, HEADLINES WERE 


WERE A HOAX TO THROW 
THEM 


WHY DON'T YOU AHH, THEN THE WHOLE 
SURROUND PURPOSE OF MY TRIP 
YOURSELF WITH WOULD BE LOST! ITIS 
A ZILLION A FRIENDSHIP 
GUARDS MISSION ! 
WHEN YOU 
TAKE THE 
JEWELS? 


THEN YOU WILL POSE AS ME 


6000) 
WHILE I GO TO THE INSTITUTE: 


WOULDN'T YOU AND YOUR FRIENDS ENJOY 
THIS LIFE FOR A DAY ? LUXURIOUS FOOD 
AND SURROUNDINGS, BIG CARS. 


a EANWHILE, IN ANOTHER 
nt JOM OF THE HOTEL, THE 
BENGAL] BROTHERS 

ARE 


AWA! HE IS COMING OUT |/ 
ANO HE HAS THE JEWEL 


AND HE'S 
CASE WITH HIM{ 


PRACTICALLY 
ALONE! ONLY 
ONE SERVANT 
‘AND TWO OF 
eae 

WW 
TIME TO | Ee 
STRIKE! 


WAIT A MINUTE, 


YOUR HIGHNESS! 


MY HUSBAND WILL DO WHAT YOU ASK 
IN THE INTEREST OF INTERNATIONAL 
GOOD WILL! 


WE HAVE WATCHED EVERY 
MOVE HE HAS MADE! HE 
HASN'T EVEN LEFT THE 

HOTEL! BUT WHEN 

3 


KASKMIRE, 
THE KASHMIRE 
STROLLS IN- 


MMLLION IN 
JEWELS, 


HE DOES, 


HEA-MEH ! BUT 
WHETHER HE'LL FF 
GET THERE |S =| 


AROUND IN THIS CORNER |S 
AVERY UNUSUAL ITEM THAT 
NOT MANY VISITORS HERE SEE! 


i. 


ae 


Ss 


25 


WILMA, REMIND ME 

TO TELL YOU HOW 
WONDERFUL 
WOMEN ARE! 


WAIT_A MINUTE! WHAT'RE WE RUNNING FOR? 
THE REAL KASHMIRE MUST'VE REACHED 


| THE SMITHSTONIAN INSTITUTE BY NOW! OUR 
' vOs IS OVER! 


AYEEE! WHAT MANNER OF 
DEVILMENT IS THIS 


$0, YOU'VE GOT NO 
REASON TO HARM 
US! ‘BYE-BYE! 


(ULPL) THEY'RE ON OUR TAIL 
AGAIN! THEY MUST BE THE 
BSENGAL/ BROTHERS THE 
KASHMIRE TOLO US ABOUT! 


AHHH! IT WAS Wise OF 
YOU TO SURRENDER THE 
CASE, YOUR HIGHNESS | 


SIMPLE, CHUM! I'M NOT 
THE REAL KASHMIRE! I 
UUST IMPERSONATED HIM 
SO HE COULD DELIVER 
THE JEWELS SAFELY! I 
DON'T EVEN Like 
SHISHKEBAB! 


GRRR! WE'VE 
GOT PLENTY 
GOOD REASON! 
WERE MAD! 


o- 


ace ONE OF YOU |S 
WY N? 
Wat 
b, 


>See EL 4 
: =e sl 


HonaBaten. the FLINTSTONES 


BUT OLDER 


I DON'T WANNA LOOK! IF 
YOU'VE SEEN ONE BILL, 


YOU'VE SEEN 'EMALL! 


IT'S NOT A BILL, SMARTY! LOOK! IT'S AN e 
INVITATION TO A CLASS REUNION AT 
+ 


BEDROCK HIGH! 


(% 


| | Gosh: iru BE 
GREAT To SEE 
|| ALL THE OLD 
GANG AGAIN! 
BC * 
g 


YEAH , ! 
WON'T IT BE FUN 
‘SEEING ALL THE 
GIRLS AGAIN? 

HEW-HEH! 


WILMA, DID YOU GET ONE, 
TOO? IT WILL BE FUN TO 
SEE ALL THE GIRLS a 
ye 
iN 


I'M GLAD WE'RE 
WEARING OUR 
OLD SCHOOL 
‘SWEATERS! IT 
SHOWS THAT 


WE KEPT 
OUR GIRLISH 
FIGURES! 


THAT. 
CONCEITED 


WHERE ARE 
ALL THE GIRLS? 


HI, WILMA! THEYRE 
ALL OVER THERE: 


WAN! NOU TWO WERE JUST JEALOUS OF 
HIM IN SCHOOL! 


JEALOUS ? SO HE 
WAS CAPTAIN OF 
THE FOOTBALL 
TEAM... 
PRESIDENT OF 


ALL THE GIRLS 
IN LOVE WITH 
HIM! WHAT'S THERE| 
TO BE JEALOUS 


THEY HAVEN'T CHANGED || Wi, TEDDY! YOUR JOKES WERE 
A BIT... UNFORTUNATELY ! ALWAYS: ety ong YOUR 
GRADES: 


MA-HA-HA{ 


(SIGH!) YOU 
HAVEN'T 
2 CHANGED 


SVN 7 Ke 


% 

FRED FLINTSTONE! YEAH! AND I'M 
IT'S BEEN YEARS: WUST GETTING 
SINGS I SHOOK ‘OVER IT! 

‘YOUR HAND: 
&. g 
SS /@r 


LOOKS LIKE YOU COULD STAND TO SKiP A 5 LUCKY GUYS GET TO EAT THREE MEALS | 
FEW LUNCHES, FREODY BOY! HEH! 1S THAT | | A DAY WITH THESE DOLLS! TODAY, I INSIST ON | 
YOUR BOWLING BALL UNCER THERE? SITTING WITH THEM: 4 


tel 


PRETTY GOOD FOOD...BUT, CH! | | NO WONT 
BEING A BUSY MAN KEEPS ME FIT! GOOD MIND... |p GAINS 
GOOD Y MOTTO: 


ae = : —_ 
bees 
Celle Ls ~ 


REMEMBER THE WAY I SCORED 
‘THAT WINNING TOUCHDOWN 
AGAINST DINOSAUR HIGH ? 


leh 
RE a 


I BETTER NOT |) 
WITH THIS. [E 
HANGNAILS 4 
—_< 


ys Miksa aN 
SS 
i 
IT IS! CAN ZT HELP IT IF 
i Gs TOUCH EXTRA HARD? 


[_\ - - 
OHHH, IF PLAYING TOUCH IT'S NOTHING, GIRLS | 
FOOTBALL \$ THE WAY TO I DIDN'T HAVE MUCH 
BECOME PRESIDENT, YOU OPPOSITION: 
CAN HAVE IT! A 
; ts ia. 
Gh 


ft 


AS aN 
Aas 


NOW THAT HE'S GONE, 
I GUESS WE MIGHT AS 
WELL GO, TOO! THE 
FUN IS OVER! 


| YiPE: my 
WALL 

| (5.60) 

7, a. 


CHEE! THE ONLY GUY 
THEY WANT TO DANCE 
WITH IS BRONTO! 


ele 

WHO CARES? WITH 
MY ACHING BACK, 

|| IM GLAG WE'RE 
WALLFLOWERS | 


a? 


1) | WELL. WHEN You'RE A Bie 


MAN IN THE S742 
INDUSTRY, YOU HAVETO | 
KEEP ON THE MOVE! . 


HEY, FRED! LET'S EXCHANGE 
ADDRESSES 50 WE CAN KEEP 
IN TOUCH! I'LL GIVE 
NOU MY CARO! 


] | Wita, CONT LOOK | 
NOW, BUT OUR | 
PURSES HAVE BEEN 
PILFERED! 
,v 


BILLY BRONTO, NOTORIOUS 


FLAS 

PICKPOCKET, WAS CAPTURED TODAY 

NOT FAR FROM BEDROCK HIGH, WHERE 
HE WENT TO SCHOOL 


YOU Lik THAT? HE WAS IN 
STEAL \NOUSTRY,ALL RIGHT. 


ARE YOU STILL TALKING ABOUT THAT 
MAMBONE? I'M GOING TO TURN ON THE 


TV INEED 


ALITTLE RELAXATION! 


HE 


SCHOOL A SENTIMENTAL JOURNEY... AND A 


= PROFITABLE ONE! STOLEN PROPERTY CAN 


BE CLAIMED AT THE POLICE STATION: 


YOU MAY BE 
OVERWEIGHT 


THANKS! IT JUST SHOWS YOU~ 

YOU CAN'T TELL A BOOK BY ITS 

COVER... ESPECIALLY AND LD 
SCHOOL B00, 


Rodney Rocktop sat in his favorite chair at 
the Purple Zen Den. A half-empty cup of cafe 
‘@spresso was on the table in front of him, He 
hadn't been sitting there long...only four 
days. When a beatnik spends a dime on acup 
‘of coffee, he doesn’t want to gulp it down. 

It wasn’t just economics that kept him in 
his seat, It was also his kind heart. He did 
not wish to leave several spiders homeless 
by snapping the delicate web they had woven 
from the tip of his beard to his much mangled 
sandal . 

Suddenly, Rodney's oldest friend (nine- 
teen), Twitchy Itchy, came running in. Well, 
he wasn't actually running, but he was put- 
ting one foot in front of the other in a rela- 
tively uninterrupted fashion... stopping to 
rest only after every fourth step. And for 
Twitchy, who once ran a race with a turtle 
and a snail and finished third; who takes a 
nap every night so he won't be tired when he 
goes to bed; who thinks sweat is a symptom 
of a tropical disease: this was running! 

“Rodney, I have, like, important news,’ 
panted Twitchy. 

Rodney could sense something important 
must be in the wind. In all the years he had 
known his ‘scratching friend, this was the 


FORCED LABOR 


first time he'd ever seen him with both eyes 
open, He made a mental note to tell him he 
had nice eyes at some less hectic moment. 

“Lay the word upon me, small pal! I can 
take it,” Rodney said. s 

Twitchy hesitated for a moment, wonder- 
ing how to say the words. Finally, he decided 
to use his mouth, “Big Bad Yawn is in town!!" 

Hearing these terrible words, everybody 
in the Purple Zen Den stood up as if one 
man... which was only natural, since Rod- 
ney was the one man there. The others were 
all under twenty-one. 

Rodney was very agitated as he jumped to 
his feet; (the spiders weren't very happy 
either). "Big Bad Yawn is the biggest baddie 
in Beatsville. He rides around the country on 
his big, black, terrible terracycle, stopping at 
each local coffee house and forcing his more 
benign beat brothers to do his bidding. But 
he shall not force us to be his servants! In 
the immortal words of Beatnik Henry, ‘Give 
me liberty or give me money’! We'll stop at 
nothing to defeat this bully! We'll...” 

Rodney's fervent speech was interrupted 
by a booming voice from the doorway. 

“Who's going to stop me?” came the voice 
from the hulking figure in the shadows. 

“Not us,” chorused all the beats, as they 
saw the awesome face of Big Bad Yawn. 

Only Rodney's pal, Twitchy, didn't raise 
his voice. He was too busy polishing Big Bad 
Yawn’s black leather boots. 

“You can always count on Twitchy,”” 
thought Rodney, “. .. to desert you.” He made 
a mental note to black one of Twitchy's nice 
eyes at a less hectic moment. 

"I just rode in on my terracycle, and I'm 
taking over this dump,” said Yawn with a 
wide grin, revealing the Grand Canyons be-. 
tween his teeth. 

"No, you're not,” said Rodney as he strode 
up to Yawn, hoping Yawn would mistake his 
goose pimples for muscles, 

Big Bad Yawn grabbed Rodney with one 
hand, which wasn't easy, as Rodney was 
slippery with sweat. 

"Tl pulverize you,” roared Yawn, waving 
his right fist with O-U-CH tatooed on it. 


“Please,” gasped Rodney . “I don’t choose 
to use my tremendous strength for violence, 
1 do, however, challenge you to a match of, 
like, strength. If you win, I will be your slave 
and brew your espresso to the end of your 
days. But if I win, you will leave the Zen Den 
and let us play our bongoes in peace.” 

Big Bad Yawn listened to Rodney challenge 
him to a contest of strength and accepted a 
half-hour later. The half-hour was for Bad 
Yawn to recover from his fit of laughter. 

Rodney led Yawn out of the Zen Den and 
down the street to a small grocery store. All 
the beats followed anxiously, some seeing 
the sun for the first time in months. 

A large wooden crate stood in front of the 
grocery store. Rodney pointed to it and chal- 
lenged Yawn to carry it inside. 

“Child's play,” snorted Yawn, lifting the 
heavy crate with one hand, striding into the 
store with it and striding right out again. 

"Now, you little pip-squeak, let's see if 
you can...” 

Big Bad Yawn was interrupted as the grocer 
Yan out of his store and rushed up to him. 

"Thank you, young man,” he said. “Here's 
® quarter for moving that crate. I've been try- 
ing to get one of these local louts to do it for 
weeks, but they're all too lazy. It's nice to 
see a young man with ambition.” 

Big Bad Yawn dropped the quarter like a 
hot potato. He slowly turned a sickening 
shade of purplish green. Suddenly, it dawned 
upon all the assembled beats. (It probably 
dawned on ‘you, dear readers, several lines 
ago, but beatniks are notoriously ponderous 
thinkers). < 

BIG BAD YAWN HAD WORKED!!! 

Now there are many crimes in the code of 


—— 
the beats: shaving, washing, snapping your 
fingers out of rhythm... but none is so hor- 
tible, so loathsome, so downright ridiculous 
as working. 

The whole crowd broke Into laughter as 
one man; (same joke as earlier). 

Big Bad Yawn had worked. No more was 
he to be feared, as forever after he would be 
an object of scorn and ridicule. 

With laughter ringing in his ears, Yawn 
trudged off to his terracycle and rode off into 
the sunset .,, but not before he rode off into 
a light post... which almost got as big a 
Jaugh as his working had gotten. 

No more did he terrorize the other beats, 
Rumor is that he sold his cycle, shaved off 
his beard, and took a job as a soda jerk in 
Hog Fat, Minnesota. 

So, with the threat of Big Bad Yawn re- 
moved, things settle back to normal..,or 
should I say abnormal, at the Zen Den. _ 

Beatnik Benny, the owner, is busily chang- 
ing the prices on the menu for the weekend 
tourist crowd. 

Freddie, the waitress, is cutting the es 
presso with instant coffee. Nothing has... 
Oh, wait a minute! One thing has changed. 

Twitchy Itchy, who has always been a de- 
vout vegetarian, took his life savings (ninety- 
five cents) and bought a beefsteak. Of course, 
it's not to eat. It’s for one of his nice eyes that 
is now nice and black, 

And Rodney... courageous, resourceful 
Rodney? He’s back in his same chair, drink- 
ing his same cup of coffee. And, as he sits 
there among the cobwebs, he's happy. The 
owner is happy; the other beatniks are happy;. 
but most of all, the spiders are happy. 


pestit’sicacy THE BIG PARTY 


SIGH!) VERA ba ort 
Wn 
VERA: 


DY Ni Hs 
TED 
PARTIE es. 


0 Ge 
62205 


EXCEPT FOR rioters PARTI You've 
GOT EVERYTHING SHE HAS, Pe EBBLE! 


THE MOST 
DECORATED 
6 PARTY 
‘ . : PLACE 

7 p \ > EVER SEEN! 


TILL PROBABLY 
fi] CATCH PLENTY 
OF HANDSOME 
MEN IN ACL 
THESE 
TRAPPINGS! 
se TEE-MEE! 


OH, MY GOODNESS. 
Wi, _THE GUESTS ARE 
SHOWING UP EARLY. 


EEK! NONE OF THEM 
SEEM TO NOTICE ME! 


=> 6) 
THEY SURE 2S s/ ET WHat AN 
% 


NTERESTING 


BuT 
NOTICE THE \ 
Foop | ASSORTMENT 


Lg SRL 
ER...WAIT...IT ISN'T a IT'S NOT EVEN POLITE 
POLITE TO £47 TO EAT, THE Way You | | 
AND RUVS , a2 , [ow WENT ABOUT IT! | 
wa — ORs 


D> / seg) |) i 


LDON'T GET IT...THERE's | WELL. THERE'S: y B yoo Hoon isiT| | Agnus 
SOMETHING FISHY ABOUT | NOT A SINGLE 4 PARTY TIME [4 + 
ALL THIS! FISH LEFT ON yer? | ‘REA 
SZ THE TABLE! | : Loree 
<Q ee : P 
( a av) AFRAIO! 


| BUT WE'RE acc JUST fee] BUT APPARENTLY SHE HAO HER AAVOQITE FRIENDS IN | 
« NOW ARRIVING! FIRST, ANO THEY HAVEN'T LEFT MUCH FOR US| 


VG =~ ; OF ALL THE Ww. 


soop-sy miss [I NOTHING, PEB...IT WAS. 

worRiace “Te THOSE TERRIBLE PARTY 

HOSTESS! CRASHERS IN ANIMAL 
COSTUMES | 


wn oo ; 
pee 


GINS 


AND YOU'RE A HBRO/VE.’ IF YOU HADN'T 
PROVIDED THESE BEASTS WITH PLENTY To 
EAT, WHO KNOWS: Pye WOULD HAVE 


ER THEM! [fA 


oe) 


WHOOPEE THEN F | 
MAY YET BECO! 
POPULAR LIKE 
VERA McQ 


Horwa-Bartero FRED oad BARNEY 
THE NOT SO MERRV-GO-ROUND 


Gas \ %ew cag eiven 
i awayrree 


\"/ xX 
\ ass 


DREW THE WINNING TICKET 
FOR THE NEW CATTLEVAK 


ET Naww: 
a THI 
A wu: 


I'LL HAVE TO SEE THE 
ACTUAL TICKET BEFORE 
IT CAN GIVE YOU THE CAR! 


= F Feit? 3 u 

I WON! Loot WON! FRED TAKES 
YIPPEE! HOORAY! ZOWEE!}] ‘THESE THINGS 
Z WON! i IN STRIDE! 
Teas | 

A 

9 

“hi rm 


OOPS! THAT'S RIGHT! I REMEMBER 
PUTTING IT IN A SAFE PLACE: IT MUST 
BEATHOME! I'LL GOGET IT! 


T'VE TORN THE 
HOUSE APART! 
1'Ve G07 To 


YOU SURE 00! YOU'RE: 
GOING TO M@ED THAT 


T'VE GOT TO THINK THE REFRIGERATOR? 
++, WHAT Dip I NO, WOTHING IS 
SAFE IN THERE WITH 
AROUND! I'D 


BARNEY, FOR HELPING 

ME, I'M GOING TO LET 

YOU BE THE FIRST ONE 
TO HONK. THE HORN 
‘OF MY NEW CAR: 


POCKET! THAT'S IT! AFTER I COPIED 
DOWN THE NUMBERS, I LEFT THE TICKETS 
IN THE POCKET OF THE SUIT I WAS WEARING! 


THEY'RE ALL 
GONE! OHNO! WILMA 
TOOk ALL MY SUITS TO 


\ JUST 
4) LIKE FRED, 


| COME ON! WE HAVE TO GET ; DID MY WIFE BRING 
i) OOWN THERE BEFORE My ee 

WINNING TICKET IS RUINEO! ied IN ? 
J eis. 

4 \} R} 
hs) o ‘ 


PHA 


NEVER MIND THAT! I HAVE TOS 
DS FINO MY SUITS! THERE'S ANEW 


ge RIN ONE THE POCKETS: i 
Sa ¥ aS 
We ore 


ob 


AW 


AY 


WHAT DO YOU CARE? (ULPL) IT'S NOT] 
IT ALL HAS TO IN ANY OF MY 
CLEANED, ANYWAY ly POCKETS! 


HERE ARE MY SUr 


I UUST REMEMBERED, BARNEY... MY BRONTO SKIN YOU KNOW, SOMETIMES I 
ONE-BUTTON SUIT WASN'T IN THE BATCH! IT MUST DON'T THINK THE CUSTOMER 
IS ALWAYS RIGH’ 


EEK! THERE ARE ONLY 
THREE EXPLANATIONS: 
FOR THIS! A BURGLAR, 
| AHURRICANE,OR FRED 


WILMA! \T FIGURES! CLEAN UP THIS ; 
I'VE BEEN | | MESS, OR Z'LL BE LOOKING FOR 7 


A NEW HUSBAND! 


VERY FUNNY! IT JUST [i] OW, DEAR! ANO I 
$0 HAPPENS THERE GAVE IT TO THE 
MAY BE ATICKET IN GIRLS AT THE 
THERE THAT WILL Ps 

WIN US A NEW CAR! 


I CAN'T ARGUE NOW! 
WHERE |S MY BRONTO 
‘SKIN ONE-BUTTON 
‘SUIT? IT WASN'T AT 
‘THE CLEANERS! 


I DIDN'T TAKE IT 
TO THE CLEANERS! 
WHY SPENO SIXTY 
CENTS CLEANING 
ASUIT WORTH 
THIRTY CENTS? 


ONLY BECAUSE THE 

OTHER BUTTONS FELL | 

OFF DURING THE LAST | 
TWENTY YEARS! = | 


[4 Ss 
T'LL HAVE A BILL MADE OUT 
FOR ALL THE THINGS YOU 
BROKE IN JUST A MINUTE! 
Kissa 
| is: 
# sf 
Me 
! 


MARTHA, I TOOK ALL THE OLD CLOTHES. WAS THERE A ONE || 
TO THE CLEANER! HE'S CLEANING THEM | BUTTON | 
FREE SINCE WE'RE SELLING THEMFOR 

CHARITY! | THE BATCH? 


THIS SHOULD TEACH YOU A LESSON 
ABOUT NOT BEING SO FORGETFUL! 
IF YOU REMEMBERED THINGS, YOU 


INGS, 
WOULDN'T BE IN ALL THIS HASSLE! 


_ [We've Gor to sez a 
-LUMAN ABOUT A SUIT 
QF: 


I've GoT A 
FEELING HE'S NOT 
GOING TO BE HAPPY | 

TO SEE US| 

= 
Ss i 
@ +* fa 


YIPE! DON'T TELL ME YOU'RE WHY HE KEEP HIS CARIN A 
LOOKING FOR YOUR CAR AGAIN? VERYONE ELSE? I’M 
~ CALLING THE POLICE! 


POLICE? THERE'S A MAN TEARING UP MY HOORAY ! 
SHOP, LOOKING FOR A CAR HE LEFT IN HIS I FOUND 
POCKET! ,..BUT, I'M NOT KIDDING| WHAT?! I DON'T THEM! THE SUIT! 
SAME TO YOU, FELLA! 
) Po 


a he 


WE'VE BEEN ON A WILD-GOOSE CHASE ALL. 
DAY FOR NOTHING! IF Spe! TOO DUMB TO 


MY PAL! I 
REMEMBER 


re 


Bes: 


COME ON! LET'S Ger 
‘TO THE GAS STATION 
AND CLAIM MY NEW 
CARI 


| NUMBSKULLS 
INSTEAD OF 
DOWNRIGHT 
CUCKOO! 


| SORRY PALI YOU HAVE NO WINNER Les | YiPEL I COPIEO THE 
‘THE CLOSEST TO ITI6 THIS NUMBI { LAST NUMBER 
bl &PS/DE-DOWN 


IN MY HASTE! 


THIS WHOLE MISERABLE DAY 
o HAS BEEN UPSIDE DOWN: 


THE CLEANER IS. 

COMING UP TO THE 
DOOR WITH A ‘ 
FUNNY LOOK IN 

His EYE! ecko ‘ 


a 
YIPE! HE PROBABLY WANTS: 
TO BEAT ME UP FOR THE 
DAMAGE I DID TO HIS SHOP) So | 


HERE'S YOUR CLEANING, NO CHARGE? I] BECAUSE Your HUSBAND Re- | 
MAAMLANO THERE'S. [ll] GOGDNESS: 
NO CHARGE! | HOW COME? DRAWING! 


‘THAT'S RIGHT! AND You BETTER BUY 
SOME NEW SUITS! I CAN'T DELIVER, 
OLD CLOTHES IN AWEW 
CATTLE YAR { 


THE FLINTSTONES 


